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Hide Away With Me 


Author's Notes: 
Paul/Roger is my new passion and you cannot escape the spicy fics about to be written 


He had to admit. Seeing the band up there playing his song: “All Right Now" was pretty fucking hilarious. Not 
because it was The Who playing it, but because Roger was trying on his impression of Paul. The blond singer 
had on an open shirt, and tight bell bottoms, similar to Paul's own dress-wear that night. Even as he stood 
backstage, Rog kept throwing him some looks, trying to make him uncomfortable as Hell. Everyone around him 
thought it was pretty funny, nudging Paul every so often. Even then, his cheeks flared up as he continued 
watching the blond. Paul leaned forward, resting his arms on the storage crate that thankfully hid the boner 
he was sporting. Fucking Roger and his fucking band. 


Even Keith had seen the exchange between them and was grinning like a maniac at Paul. Shit. There was nothing 
good up that damned drummer's sleeve. Not to mention Keith always had something planned for Paul, and it 
was never good. At least he wasn't screwing him. He didn't even want to imagine what itd be like to be in 
Pete's position. Focusing his blue-green gaze back on Roger, the blond was already looking at him, making his 


way over to Paul after the song, "So..? How'd | do? Ya' liked th' show ‘er what?" He asked with a cheeky smirk, 


looking the brunet over. Paul turned to face Roger, one arm resting on the crate. Honestly, he was pretty 
damn lucky to be sleeping with him. "Well least you had th' mic stand shit down. How many more shows do ya' 
plan on doin’ tonight?" Paul asked with a wink as he led Rog down a hall backstage. 


Before he was able to collect himself, he had been pulled into a small alcove, close against the blond. Well shit, 
he couldn't pull away now, the other singer was far stronger than him. That much was too fucking obvious. 
Roger had him flush against him, and Paul could feel the blond's hot breath against his lips. Not a bad start 
really. "What.. ya’ want a personal one? Doesn't take an expert t know that ya' got yerself a.. problem." Roger 
said, before silencing himself with Paul's mouth. Not like the brunet had been waiting for that all damn night. 
Nope, not at all. He wrapped his arms around Roger's neck, feeling the other grip onto his hips. Paul's hands 
soon busied themselves with his blond curls, tugging just a bit. Touch. He wanted him to touch him. Nudging his 
hips forward at just the right angle, he heard Roger let out a moan, feeling his hands run up his sides, finally 
reaching his skin. The kiss needed to be deeper even as Paul tilted his head, allowing his tongue to slip into his 
mouth, Roger doing the same. Fuck, he had a thing for blonds, that much was clear. 


Suddenly, he felt Roger's hands make a detour to his fly, hearing his belt get unbuckled, and his fly undone. 
"Fuck-" Paul groaned out, tilting his hips. His breath only quickened as Roger pulled him out. "Guess ya' weren't 
bluffin." The blond said with a bit of a grin, wrapping his hand around him, stroking gently. Paul tilted his head 
back, biting his lower lip as he tried to keep quiet. Not like he could stop the sounds he was about to make. 
"Why would | be bluffin about somethin’ you've seen a dozen times?" He asked, choking back a groan as he 
tilted his hips into the other's hand Paul would have given himself up to the other singer sooner, but he 
wanted it to last. 


"Ya blokes havin' a bit o fun or what?" A familiar voice said, right up close than was at all necessary. Both 
singers turned their heads, Keith standing right there. Paul jumped, quickly putting his dick back in his pants. 
That was new, considering he never could keep it in there in the first place. "Oh no no! Don't stop on my 
account!" Keith added with a wide grin that neither of the other two found amusing. "Get th' fuck outta here!" 
Roger growled lowly at the drummer, practically pushing Keith out of their little alcove. Honestly, he was 
laughing his ass off. 


"Oh c'mon Duch! Ya got room for another!" Keith continued, before looking to Paul. "Out! Get th’ fuck out!" The 
blond yelled, steering Keith away. 


"Oh Rog~ Least Paul is kinky enough fer th' both o' yar." 


